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Author's Notes: 

Someone asked for a story set in the \'10s.. | tried. This takes place in the continuity of my other fics so by 
this point in time, they\'re already having sex (to some extent)-they just haven\'t clarified their feelings yet. 
Oh, and for optimal effect, | recommend to read this story while listening to the song it\'s named after ;) 


It's summer, the storm season, and a thick, brutal rain is pouring over the football field of Willowdale's high 
school. Pounding into the earth, flattening the grass, drowning the air in a loud, damp fog - loud, so fucking 
loud, you have to scream to hear your own voice. It's not cold, though. It's lukewarm, like tears after they've 


rolled all the way down your face and they fall from your jaw onto your collarbone. 


They're outside in the downpour, leaning against the railing that lines the green and grey blur of the field. 
They're high enough to find the weather wonderful, a micro adventure, a sensory experience. And also kind of 


a blast. They're eighteen years old, and they've just decided they were in love with each other. 


Geddy can't remember why they elected to go out (to celebrate, maybe - that's it, yes; the song had stopped 
playing and there was a crash of thunder and Alex jolted and yelled ‘Storm. Then he pulled Geddy by the hand 


saying they should go outside, rejoice with the elements - or maybe that's the way Geddy translated it. 
Maybe Lerxst just said ‘Come on’). Anyway, its pretty rad. 


They'd been smoking weed all afternoon and listening to The Velvet Underground. Lying on the carpet of Alex's 
bedroom, Geddy on his back, Alex propped up above him (his face hovering like a dream as Geddy fought to 
keep his eyes open). Outside the June sunlight was giving way to clouds, the low, ominous kind, making it dusk- 
like dark in the middle of the day. There were records scattered all around them. 


Geddy closes his eyes against the rain and tries to wrap his mind around what happened. 
Alex is looking at him, squinting and smiling, but he doesn't see. 


He was lying there, Alex was floating above him, and his hair was so blond and so bright Geddy had to smile. 
Nico was singing, her voice lost in a haze of Eastern guitars and this heavy percussion like a heartbeat. Geddy 
watched Alex take a drag on the joint they were sharing. A big drag - it seemed to last so long Geddy thought 
time had frozen still, and Alex was just going to keep sucking the smoke in forever, on and on until the whole 
thing disappeared into ashes between his beautiful strong fingers (Geddy's mind had moaned at that moment, 
he recalls, his gaze coiled around Alex's fingers holding the joint up to his mouth - mmh.. like all the love and 
desire he felt for Lerxst was suddenly focused on his fingers, that joint, those lips. Like the whole pulsing, 
uncontrollable mass of his emotions was being passed through a prism that turned it into a single thin laser 


ray - Geddy's thoughts had got all tangled after that and he'd laughed). 


Alex touches him now and he's back to the present, to the rain, to the sky above. Something seizes Geddy's 
chest and he's not sure if it's excitement or anxiety - it's just a hand on his shoulder but it's staying there 
now. It's staying there too long. He's touching me. He relishes the thought. People will see. That's not good. 


His brain is too addled to handle a dichotomy between pleasure and danger. So he just looks at Lerxst and keeps 


remembering. 


When he was finally done with that endless toke (and where will she go, and what shall she do, when midnight 
comes around? Nico sang), Alex leaned down over Geddy. Close. So close they were almost kissing. Geddy's 
breath caught and he noticed he was hard (when had that happened? It couldn't have been instant, how long 
ago had it started?). Arousal hit him so violently he shuddered. Alex didn't seem to notice. Geddy felt his 
fingers (those fingers) on his face, grazing his chin, reaching his lips, telling him without words to part them - 


he obeyed. And then he felt the warm cloud of smoke from Alex's mouth enter his. 

Alex is standing closer now and his hand is no longer on Geddy's shoulder - it's pushing his drenched hair out 
of his face and off his neck where it's been sticking. A flash of lightning makes them jump, and they burst out 
laughing as thunder explodes almost instantly. 


‘Its above us, look," Alex yells in Geddy's ear. 


"I know," Geddy replies. "Isn't it scary?" 


Alex shakes his head with a dumbfounded frown, and Geddy's not sure if that means he couldn't hear or found 
the thought idiotic. Then he takes one step towards Geddy and plants a kiss on the side of his neck. Right 


where his fingers were a second ago, unsticking wet hair from damp skin. 
His lips. 


Geddy remembers Alex's lips grazing his around the cloud of sweet smoke. He remembers the reflex of 
breathing it right in, and how achingly, deliriously hard it made him (it was Lerxst breathing into him, air from 
his lungs - it was smoke blooming into Geddy's body after it had slid out over Alex's tongue). Geddy's mind 
swirled and the room spun and the floor dipped under him; then he felt the slightest hint of Alex's mouth 
pressing against his. Maybe he'd imagined it. Maybe it was just a figment from too much dope and lust. He 
didn't stop to wonder - his hips thrust upwards, seeking friction, and this time he moaned out loud. Alex felt it. 
And heard it. And got it. And before they had time to catch their breaths they were kissing. For real, this 
time. And then.. 


"You shouldn't do this," Geddy protests, struggling to raise his voice over the rain and the thunder, trying to 
reason himself - he's high and Lerxst loves him and he's kissing his neck near the football field. Something 
about this situation needs to be slightly modified Someone could see them, that's why. That's the reason why. 
The point to concentrate on. 

Alex pulls away from him and stares, water dripping down his face. "No-one can see us," he declares, beaming, 
spreading his arms. "There's a storm, they're all hiding!" Geddy hears Alex's thoughts, the rest of his words, 
those he doesn't say aloud. Theyre all hiding, and were outside, facing it, living it. They're all hiding and we're alive. 
Geddy smiles. "You're crazy." 


"So are you. You're here with me, arent you?" 


‘| love you." He hasn't spoken loud enough for Lerxst to hear, but it doesn't matter. There are pathways 
between their minds. 


‘| love you tool" Alex cries out, laughing like he's demented. "I fucking Jove you, Gary Lee Weinrib!" 

I's the ten thousandth time they've said it and it's still not enough. The first was half an hour ago, when they 
were done making out on their marijuana cloud, lying on the carpet in a mess of records, and they were 
staring at each other. The song was almost over. Its conclusion was drawing near, guitars going round and 
round like a butterfly in a glass jar. "You liked that?" Alex asked, meaning the shotgunning. 


'| love you," Geddy replied. 


"You're high," Alex giggled. 


"Yeah, I'm high, but |." Geddy searched for an argument, and gave up. "I love you." 


They looked at each other. Alex chewed on his lip. "I love you too," he said. "..wait. You mean ‘| love yout as in 


‘tm in love with you', right? Not as in, like.. ‘you're awesome'?" 

Geddy hesitated, then forgot why he was hesitating, and told the truth. "Yes." 
"Oh. Well, | love you too," Alex said. 

"As in ‘I'm in love with yout" 

"Yog" 

"Me too." 

"You love me too?" 

Geddy chuckled. "| said it first!" 

They both laughed, blue mist still dancing between them. 

And they're both laughing now. The storm is moving on, but the rain hasn't stopped - only mellowed a little bit. 
Alex wraps his arms around Geddy's waist. "You're crazy," Geddy repeats. 


"Yeah, so?" Alex puts his forehead against Geday's. "I want to fuck you right here." Right here, in the rain, in the 
wet grass. Wouldn't it be perfect if we could, Dirk? Don’t you think? 


Geddy smiles, and kisses him. Lerxst tenses up in surprise, then responds harder, rougher, thanking Geddy for 

changing his mind about public displays. Its fine. Alex is right. The storm protects them. Everyone is hiding but 
right now, they're alive; they're celebrating. In Alex's bedroom the diamond rises from the vinyl and the music 
they'd left on finally stops; when they return they'll light another joint and listen once again to ‘All Tomorrow's 
Parties’. But for now they're doing this, claiming the receding tempest, and the football field, and the grass, and 
the street where no-one's walking. It doesn't matter. They're eighteen, and they're in love. 


They can't fuck in the wet grass, but they can kiss in the rain 


